Tossing and enjoying in rustic innocence

The beauty of nature is friendliness

Still you are the same immaculate girl

A rare found and a fond child of God

Imperishable like sphinx liked by all

With malice towards none in the country yard

Which cursed you with shackles of customs

An amateuristic mind, courted in open heart

The life was harsh as usual to us

We parted ways in search of livelihood

But your reminiscences haunt me ever

Like the twinkling starlets on the skyline

You are the angel belonging to the mankind

Oaring the poor, unwanted and affected

In cherishing smile with spring of love
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